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The remaining days in New York were heavy.
My plans to return to Europe that winter had to be
discarded. The urge was too strong to return home in
order to regain the confidence I had lost. In defeat, I
turned to the country of my people.
Among the last persons I saw in the United States
was the Indian Minister Resident at Washington, Sir
Girja Shankar BajpaL This tiny little Hindu, standing
not more than five feet tall, had all the culture of my
country concentrated in him, even though politically he
was a little out of tune with the mood and tempo of
the people he represented. In spite of the difference
that lay between his conservatism and the impatience
of my generation, one could not help liking him. His
manner was so suave and polished, his humor so neat
and dry, and his outlook on life so liberal and cultured.
I remember him describing one of the new British La-
bor ministers to me. Bajpai blandly said, "The embar-
rassing ease with which he dropped his A's was rather
fascinating/'
Bajpai noticed, or perhaps he had some indication,
that things had not gone the right way for me in the
United States. He knew I was bitter about something
and he had a shrewd idea of the cause of that bitterness.
The conversation thereafter turned on race, culture
and breeding. He spoke like a man reciting a chapter
from Matthew Arnold's Culture and Anarchy, a favorite
book of mine.
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